Thou, Love! my making me love one

Who thinks her friendship a fit portion

For younger lovers, dost my gifts thus disproportion.

Therefore I'll give no more, but I'll undo
The world by dying; because love dies too*
Then all your beauties will be no more worth
Than gold in mines, where none doth draw it forth;
And all your graces no more use shall have
Than a sun-dial in a grave.
Thou, Love! taught'st me, by making me
Love her who doth neglect both rne and thee,
T'invent and practise this one way

t'annihilate all three.

THE    FUNERAL

Whoever comes to shroud me, do not harm

Nor question much

That subtle wreath of hair about mine arm:

The mystery, the sign, you must not touch,

For *t is my outward soul,

Viceroy to that which unto heav'n being gone,

Will leave this to controul,

And keep t&ese limbs, her provinces, from dissolution.